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the Romans knew; our sensuality is like a river
banked in with stone parapets, the current
flows higher and more vehemently in the nar-
rower bed."

"You may talk as you please, Frank, but
you will never get me to believe that what I
know is good to me, is evil. Suppose I like a
food that is poison to other people, and yet
quickens me; how dare they punish me for eat-
ing of it?"

"They would say," I replied, "that they only
punish you for inducing others to eat it."

He broke in: "It is all ignorant prejudice,
Frank; the world is slowly growing more tol-
erant and one day men will be ashamed of their
barbarous treatment of me, as they are now
ashamed of the torturings of the Middle Ages.
The current of opinion is making in our favour
and not against us."

"You don't believe what you say," I cried;
"if you really thought humanity was going your
way, you would have been delighted to play
Galileo. Instead of writing a book in prison
condemning your companion who pushed you
to discovery and disgrace, you would have
written a book vindicating your actions. el
am a martyr,' you would have cried, 'and not
a criminal, and everyone who holds the con-
trary is wrong.'